And one Soul thinks one, and another way

Another thinks, and 'tis an even lay.

Know'st thou but how the stone doth enter in

The bladder's cave, and never break the skin ?

Know'st thou how blood, which to the heart doth flow,

Doth from one ventricle to th'other go ?

And for the putrid stuff which thou dost spit,

Know'st thou how thy lungs have attracted it ?

There are no passages, so that there is

(For ought thou know'st) piercing of substances.

And of those many opinions, which men raise

Of naiis and hairs, dost thou know which to praise?

What hope have we to know ourselves, when we

Know not the least things, which for our use be ?

We see in authors, too stiff to recant,

A hundred controversies of an ant;

And yet one watches, starves, freezes, and sweats.

To know but catechisms and alphabets

Of unconcerning things: matters of fact,

How others on our stage their parts did act,

What Caesar did, yea, and what Cicero said,

Why grass is green, or why our blood is red,

Are mysteries which none have reach'd unto:

In this low form, poor Soul ! what wilt thou do?